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é I n the initial issue of Voice magazine

published in February, 1953, Demos
Shakarian wrote the following state-
ment: “Saturday morning, February 7,

1953 was a momentous day for the
Fellowship, for on this date, at the
breakfast-broadcast in Los Angeles, the
first issue of Full Gospel Business
Men’s Voice, our official publication,
was dedicated to the service of the Lord.
Voice magazine Throughout the dedication the wonder-

is officially dedicated ful blessing of God was so manifest that
February 7, 1953.




there was no mistaking that Voice had
divine approval.

“Following the going forth of the first
issue, requests for additional copies
have come from far and near. Groups
in various parts of the country are want-
ing to affiliate with the International.
These local chapters will be established
as rapidly as possible.”

From that initial printing of 1000
copies, now Voice magazine 40 years
later has grown to a regular printing of
hundreds of thousands of copies each
month all across the world in 25 differ-
ent languages.

As someone has said: “As goes Voice
so goes the Fellowship.” In the past the
rapid growth of the Fellowship around
the world which caused it to become
the life blood of the Charismatic Renew-
al, has been punctuated by thousands
of testimonies telling how lives have
been changed: born again, filled with
the Holy Spirit, experienced divine heal-
ing, etc. as they read Voice magazine.

Voice has spawned such additional
publications as Vision, View, Set Free,
Charisma Digest, The Denominational
Series and many more. B

Voice magazine regularly prints hundreds of
thousands of issues each month in 25
different languages worldwide. It has also
been instrumental in the establishment of
other outreach publications.
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PART I

A s I write I fully realize my inability
to express the desire of my soul:
only to direct all thoughts of the reader
to what Christ will do with a human soul,
and not what man does. I am not an edu-
cated man and all that I know is what I
have learned by experience through
which our Lord has taken me.

As far back as I can remember we
lived on a farm. My parents were very
poor. Father was a sick man all the
time I knew him. He had a lot of medi-
cines, and would try different ones to
see which would help him. So I had to
stay home and work. I had attended a
country school, and reached the fourth
grade. I could not even read good.

We went to a Mennonite country
church. They wanted me to be saved.
But they had a test system to try the new
converts before the church to see if they
were saved according to their way of
thinking. This scared me. I also could
not understand why we didn’t see the
miracles of which the Bible tells us.

My early impression was that work
was a real burden. I would observe
when people gathered at church or
picnics their chief topic of discussion
was the plowing season and how they
should take care of the horses. All
plowing was done with two or three
horses. Within me I just knew that
could be made easier. The steam trac-
tor had just come into existence for
threshing, although most of the thresh-
ing was done with horse power.

I would make all kinds: of toys out of
what I could find on the farm. I set up
farm models, and a steam tractor with
a big plow, and the country church

and school were nearby.

As I grew up I was a creature of
“want.” I always wanted something.
Because I had no schooling, that was
intensified in me. I had a mechanical
mind and had to know how one wheel
could turn another. I just had to know
why we knew certain things. So I began
to teach myself. I would look, listen,
read, feeling there was something to
know—to achieve, that would satisfy. I
talked very little, but did a lot of think-
ing, most of it on mechanical lines.

I would listen to and observe success-
ful men, and pattern my life after them,
reasoning that they should know or
they would not be successful. I did not
stop to think whether they really knew
the Truth. I would accept the things
that sounded good and fit my nature,
even though sometimes I knew it was
wrong. Those I didn’t like I rejected,
even though sometimes I knew it was
the Truth.

I began to take a public stand on such
issues as I had accepted. This went to
extremes. Then I found out that some of
the successful men with whom I had
taken a stand were wrong. This was dis-
couraging, and put me to shame. It was
also confusing. I wondered, who could I
believe? I lost confidence in people. I
accused others for my own mistakes. I
became jealous of successful people. I
hardly believed in or trusted anybody. I
thought the whole world was against me.
Life was miserable. All I did failed. I was
broke, in debt, sick, ignorant, dumb,
stupid. People would have very little to
do with me.

During all this I attended the Baptist
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church and did what they wanted me
to do. I had very little concern about
the religious life, and the Lord didn’t
mean much to me.

Some peculiar people came to town.
They set up a tent for gospel meetings.
There was wonderful singing and a
very interesting speaker. So we began
to go and listen. After a few days they
prayed for the sick, and we saw they
were healed. I had been taught healing
was in apostolic days, and here we
were seeing it for ourselves! So I was
wrong again because I had accepted
what successful men had taught. A
great concern came over me. Who
could I believe? This was like the
Bible, and the thinking of my youth.

One night as I lay down to rest a great
darkness overtook me, and whether in
the body or not, God alone knows, but
the stars moved out of my way as I
ascended till the Glory of Heaven sur-
rounded me. And lest I should fail in
my effort to explain this—God did nat
give me words with which to describe
the glory thereof—I shall not attempt
to convey the beauty of Heaven.

As I felt myself coming back to life, I
noticed I was talking—something I did
not understand—a heavenly language.
From my mouth poured out the praises
of God, till I became conscious that
something in me was talking. Oh! How
I loved and worshipped the Lord, and I
was filled with a feeling of the sweetest
peace. I actually felt that I was clean.
When I walked it seemed as though I
did not touch the ground.

For a few days I tried to make up
my mind how it all came about. This
was new to me. I wondered, in my
ignorance and lack of knowledge.
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One morning as I was getting up I
noticed a light in the sky moving about
and coming closer. As it came closer I
noticed it was a sheet held by a hand
at the four corners, and as it was
about to touch me the sheet burst at
the bottom, and a Person fell out and
entered into me, and stayed.

Then, I saw the Lord Jesus standing
on a cloud dressed in a silver-white
robe with a blood-red vesture over His
right shoulder, holding His right hand
toward me, and with His left hand on
His heart. Just the look on His face ex-
pressed holiness, humbleness, under-
standing, sweet compassion, and was
full of charity. As He began to move
up, a great fear came over me. It
seemed as though I saw many souls
going up to Him. I grabbed for my wife,
and then realized that it was a vision.

After this I had several outstanding
visions and experiences. These thor-
oughly settled me and taught me the
reality of our Lord, just like the Bible.
The Bible seemed a new book to me.

Then, after many trials and disap-
pointments, one night I had a dream. I
cannot now give the full details of it,
but during part of it I was talking in
tongues, giving the interpretation and
speaking in prophecy, and praying very
earnestly. Then I saw a load of hay
coming down the road; it was such a
big load that it took all the road. Some-
how I got on the load, and the driver, in
a very hard, commanding voice said:
“Get off of here,” and I slid off the back.

After that I seemed to be in a dark
room with no windows, only one door.
I was in a corner away from the door,
and as I started to go out there stood
a person before me with a black robe



over him. I tried to go around him as
he guarded me. I tried every way of
escape, but he withstood me. I fought
till I was completely exhausted, and he
had me in a corner. As he advanced
toward me I made one lurige toward
him and caught him by both of his
wrists, just above the hand, and he fell
all to pieces. He was just a skeleton of
bones with a black robe over him.

At that moment my wife screamed
with a loud voice: “Hallelujah, Praise

the Lord,” which woke her up. I woke
up, too, and realized it had been a
dream. I was wringing wet with sweat,
and so completely worn out that I could
hardly recover.

Gradually a great understanding and a
power of reasoning came over me. I had
come to myself. I realized there were two
classes of people; because I had seen
Jesus. He said, “The Truth shall make
you free.” I had been in captivity, but
Jesus, the Truth, set me free!

A

An aérial view-of theR¥ause Plow Corporation

‘the largestmany i
i Hugfiin,so?z, Kansas, circa 1953.

PART I

he realization and understanding

that the Lord had opened up to me
began to work out in my life. I lived in
revelation as I understood how the
Lord reveals truths to His people. We
must know the truth at its original
place, and must know why we know.
Truth comes by Jesus Christ, so God is
the original Source of Truth.

I began to tell of my experiences of
how we can know people by how they
weigh the Truth and that we can get
understanding from the Lord by medi-

of plows i the world,

tating and weighing the Truth ourselves,
and acting upon it. People could not
understand me, and would not accept
it. This caused me many trials and mis-
understandings. The pastor did not like’
me, so he put me out of the church
and forbade me to go there. The Spirit
of the Lord told me this was the load
of hay off of which I had been ordered
in my dream. Jeremiah 31:33, 34 now
was real Scripture to me: The Lord will
be in us, we shall know Him!

My wife and family stayed at the
Assembly, and as they contended with
her, she and the children turned against
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me. The pastor forbade the people even
to talk to me. It was very discouraging.
For five years I attended the Four-
square Church. The people there liked
me and I was a teacher there.

I could not figure out what had hap-
pened to me, why I knew all these
things, yet people would not accept me.

One morning, just as [ was getting up,
the Lord said, “I have given thee the
tongue of the learned to speak a word
of comfort to the one weary in the
way.” The love of God just flooded my
soul, and I praised and worshipped the
Lord.

When our business began to grow, I
began to give—in secret. I did not care
to make money. I woke up one morn-
ing and I did not know if I had
dreamed it or not, but I had seen a
great multitude of people. It seemed
they gave nothing to the Lord, and He
was going to use me to get money
from them and build churches.

I had a small foundry and machine
shop and made plows. Our business
grew and spread over the country. In
those days a man with a tractor would
plow 20 to 30 acres a day. I made a
plow that cut 15 feet to a swath pulled
by the same tractor, and a man would
plow over 100 acres a day. This com-
pletely changed the method of plowing,
and saved the farmer over 30 percent
of the cost. Whereas farmers had been
raising 15 to 25 bushels of wheat to the
acre they now raised 25 to 40 bushels
per acre because they were farming
better. The sale of this plow ran into
millions of dollars.

We began helping many people in
Bible schools, and began to help
churches, whatever their need was. In
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this we experienced many disappoint-
ments, so we arranged a Revolving
Fund with the Assemblies of God at
Springfield, Missouri. This fund has
spread over the country. How much
good it has done I cannot estimate. In
mission work, we have helped from
Cuba to Australia.

One of the Truths that seemed to
work out in my life is that there are two
classes of people. Some live only by
hearsay, tradition, assumption and
imagination. I was once in that class.
The other class must know the Truth
at its original source, and know why
they know. I am now in this class.

When you get original Truth you
have confidence, because no man can
change a Truth. It gives you faith in
God. It gives you confidence in people.
You just know people. When you know
them you can lead them. They have
confidence in you. You have power with
people. They become a part of you.
The more you do for others the more
they do for you. This thing becomes so
real you just live it, and when you live
a thing it is effective. You create an
influence. It takes the Lord to teach us
these things.

I have learned by experience that our
Lord can do anything. He said, “All
power in Heaven and Earth is given to
Me.” He then also said, “Heaven and
Earth will pass away.” He can take a
dumb, stupid and ignorant person, and
give him understanding. He will live in
us. He will give us faith in Him. He will
heal our bodies. I was a captive and He
set me free. There is nothing more
precious that can come to a soul than
His Presence. I know Him, for I have
found Him, the Source of Truth! W



My God Gan Do Anything

ewel Rose, International Director of  arms were linked as if they were walking
FGBMF]I, and his wife Florence, were  peacefully down a narrow pathway togeth-
called home February 16, 1968. er—even as they had walked to-
They were on their way to gether in life for 43 years.
one more evangelistic For the first seven or
meeting, the pastor rid- eight years of married
ing with them in the life they had not been
front seat of their so ‘“equally yoked
automobile. They together” because
were negotiating Jewel Rose, at 33
a rain and wind- years of age, had
swept crossing never had any
when another interest in God,
car from out of nor His house,
the mists struck nor His work,
their auto on nor His Word
the left, next to or people. He
the driver’s seat. was a rancher,
With an awe- and he worked
filled voice, an seven days a
officer who hur- week. His wife,
ried to the scene Florence, was a
said he could not Methodist, faithfully
understand it, but taking their two chil-
when he arrived the dren to Sunday morn-
pastor had been thrown ing worship. Up to that
to the car floor, but Mr. time the fact that he had
and Mrs. Rose were leaning been the object of many and
back against the front seat in sincere prayers by his wife and
apparent perfect comfort, with no sign of  other church people, had not made any
violence visible on their persons. Their  impression upon this giant of a man.

The Story Of fewel Rose




However, no one could ever say that
Jewel Rose wasn’t a good neighbor.
When their friends, the Lorings, had
the misfortune to have their car refuse
to run on the evening the family had
prepared to attend a revival, they asked
Mr. Rose if he would please drive them
down to the meeting. He couldn’t gra-
ciously refuse, nor could he avoid sitting
in the back of the church during the
sermon.

That revival occurred in June—a busy
season for ranchers and cotton growers.
On June 28, 1933, Jewel was on his
tractor in the middle of his cotton field,
smoking his ever-present corncob pipe,
having had his usual bit of wine to start
off the day right. But this morning was
different. Somehow, he felt uncomfort-
able. A number of people were even
then praying that God would save his
soul, but of course he was totally un-
aware of that fact. The strange feeling
within his innermost being changed
from one of discomfort to one of fear.
He recalled some of the scriptures the
evangelist had expounded. Suddenly,
he became awfully aware that, if he
should die right then, he was not pre-
pared to meet God.

Jewel Rose was nothing if not direct,
once his mind was made up. Being
convinced he was a lost sinner, he im-
mediately moved to rectify the situation.
Sliding down off his tractor, he dropped
to his knees and cried out to God to
save his soul. And there, in the middle
of his cotton field, kneeling beside his
tractor, he became a new creature in
Christ Jesus—the old man had passed
away and the new-born Christian
emerged.

Jewel didn’t work any more in the
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field that day, because he had a bit of
housecleaning to do. He threw away
his pipe and tobacco, got rid of his
wine, he and Florence laid plans for
family worship together with the chil-
dren, and Jewel began to earnestly seek
the baptism in the Holy Spirit. The
following month God graciously and
copiously baptized him in the Holy
Spirit, and at the next election he was
chosen a deacon of the church.

In 1953, the first year of the forma-
tion of Full Gospel Business Men’s
Fellowship International, Jewel was
elected an International Director. He
had heard God’s call to service and
answered it gladly. Here in the Fellow-
ship—a group of Christian businessmen
—laymen dedicated to the winning of
souls—Jewel Rose was right at home.

Immediately following his conversion
he read in his Bible the words of Jesus:
“Seek ye first the kingdom of God and
his righteousness and all these things
shall be added unto you.” He didn’t yet
know what “all these things” consisted
of; but he did know that having been
blessed of the Lord and his ranch crops
having grown in size and quality until
his “storehouse” was literally running
over and his bank balance rising, that
he must give to the Lord abundantly
even as the Lord had heaped abun-
dance upon him and his family. So he
began to give, more, and more, and
yet more. He learned, as many a Chris-
tian has learned, that “you just can’t
out-give God!” He found it unnecessary
to work in the fields seven days a week.
In fact, he found it possible to attend
the FGBMFI conventions and many
chapter meetings, and to fulfill his
duties as International Secretary-Trea-



surer of the Fellowship.

Perhaps it was a repetition of the
story of Job, in a way. Perhaps Satan
“the accuser of the brethren” told God
if He would stop blessing Jewel and
Florence Rose they wouldn’t be so eager
to serve Him—that maybe if Jewel

FGBMEFI founder/president Demos Shakarian
listens as Jewel Rose dynamically addresses an
early chapter meeting.

wasn’t enjoying such good health he
wouldn’t be so keen about traipsing
about the country preaching.

This we do not know—but we do
know that on October 23, 1959, while
walking over one of his ranches, down
near the cattle pens, Jewel was stricken
with a clot on his brain and fell where
he was—alone, as far as human help
was concerned. But God was there,
and He spoke to Sgt. Glen D. Holt of
the Shafter, California police depart-
ment (Jewel’s son-in-law) and impressed
upon him that he should go to the
ranch, seven and one-half miles away,
and see if everything was all right. Not
finding Jewel around any of the build-
ings, he began a search. He found
him, in a semi-conscious condition, lying

beneath a farm feed wagon. From his
training as a police officer, Sgt. Holt
recognized the seriousness of the situa-
tion and hurried the stricken man to a
hospital in Bakersfield, California.

Doctors and nurses worked feverishly,
using all the medical knowledge and
equipment available in the hospital in
an effort to save the life that was so
nearly snuffed out. After giving him up
for dead four times, and after he utterly
failed to respond to even an extreme
flooding of oxygen, the doctor in charge
told Rev. Ray J. Smith to prepare the
family, waiting outside. “Because,” said
the doctor, “this is it.”

There is not better way to tell what
happened next than to put it into the
words of Jewel Rose himself, as many
of us have heard him tell it:

“I saw myself going up a long straight,
narrow way with the Lord. On my left
was church after church and between
the churches were fields filled with
multitudes of people standing in dark-
ness, weeping and wailing, with their
hands lifted high. Oh, what a terrible
sight it was! As I walked and watched
the Lord spoke to me and said: “This
is the way it will be in the last days,
multitudes crying to get in but cannot.’
I looked to my right, and there was
not one soul.

“Eventually we came to a Beautiful
Gate and I started to walk inside. The
Lord said, ‘Not yet. You'll have to go
back.” He turned me around and began
leading me back the way we had come.
The previous scene had shifted to my
left, with no one on my right. I asked
the Lord why all the people were on
the left and no one on the right. He
replied: ‘My sheep are on the right side
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and the lost are on the left. I came to
seek and to save the lost!’”

For five and one-half days Jewel re-
mained unconscious. He stated after-
ward that he remembered Demos
Shakarian, Herbert Bonham and others
coming in, having driven all the way
from Los Angeles to pray for his recov-
ery. He recalled they told him thousands
of others all over the nation had been
praying ever since the word went out
that Jewel had been stricken, that the
doctors could do nothing more, and
that only the power of God could save
him.

The flooding of oxygen, in a last
desperate effort to save his life, had
burned his throat and infection had al-
ready set in, making it almost impossible
to swallow or speak. The medical men
explained to those present that no one
could experience that which had hap-
pened to Jewel and not have their brain
and throat seriously afflicted. “It’s just
not in the books!” the doctor exclaimed.
Returning to a semi-conscious state at
that moment, Jewel heard that last re-
mark and weakly whispered: ‘Tt’s in
the Big Book, Doc!”

Indeed the promise is in the “Big
Book”—the promise of God to His
people—a promise that Jewel Rose laid
hold of and, even in semi-consciousness,
clung to as did his family, his church,
and the entire Full Gospel Business
Men’s Fellowship. Their prayers never
ceased to ascend to the Throne of God,
and at one o’clock in the morning the
Lord made His presence known in that
hospital room. As Jewel often testified,
“The Lord came into my hospital room
and woke me and said, ‘My God can do
anything!’ I was instantly healed!”
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How often we have heard Jewel reaf-
firm that statement. When times have
been difficult and problems seemed al-
most insurmountable, his great voice
has boomed forth in perfect faith: “My
God can do anything!”

Still cautious, his doctor requested
he remain in the hospital until certain
tests could be made. To this Jewel
agreed, saying he would stay right there,
take all the required tests, and wouldn’t
even ask to leave until the doctor said
he had been healed by God and could
go home.

Every test proved him completely
healed. His doctor said he could go
home, but added: “I Anow you were on
the other side, but I do not know why
you are back! My advice would be that
you do whatever your Lord wants you
to do!”

Jewel, with Florence close by his side,
took that advice literally. They called
their two sons, Willard and Ray, and
told them the ranch business was all
theirs—that they should take what
stock they wanted and sell the rest.

“The balance of my days belong to
God,” Jewel explained. “He has brought
me back to the world for a purpose. I
have no other desire in life than to see
men and women, boys and girls saved,
born into the Kingdom of God, and
kept by His Word.”

Jewel and Florence were immediately
busy about the Master’s business. It was
only 95 days since Jewel had left the
hospital but the promise of God was
with them, and they went—and went—
and went—until they had traveled hun-
dreds of thousands of miles for one
purpose only—to carry the Gospel
message to everyone they could reach.



When the Fellowship was in need of
someone to fill the position of Admin-
istrator at International Headquarters
in 1964, Jewel agreed to take over
“temporarily” only. But somehow the
months slipped by until nearly fwo
years had passed—and Jewel was still

Jewel and Florence Rose attend a celebration
in their honor.

doing the work of two men—still preach-
ing and serving at Los Angeles Inter-
national Headquarters. He never
seemed to be too weary to spend
another hour for the Lord. He always
said he never worried one whit, because
God had called him back for a purpose
—that when his task was done God
would know and would call him home
—that until his work was completed he
was convinced that nothing in this world
could stop or alter the plan of God.
Every moment of those “bonus years”
of his life rested in God’s hand. With
the Apostle Paul he was “...persuaded,
that neither death, nor life, nor angels,
nor principalities, nor powers, nor
things present, nor things to come, nor
height, nor depth, nor any other thing

shall be able to separate us from the
love of God, which is in Christ Jesus
our Lord.”

However, in 1966 Jewel began to feel
very keenly that he should be giving his
full time to preaching. He resigned as
administrator, and also as International
Secretary-Treasurer and he and
Florence set out on the “Gospel trail”
across the country.

They were so happy in evangelistic
work, those two who had become so
dear, not only to FGBMFI—not only
to members of their own church and
community—but to many thousands
across the country where they
ministered.

A few weeks before the call of the
Lord came, Jewel remarked casually
one day that he felt his work was about
done and he would be “going home
soon.” When Florence insisted that if
he was going, she wanted to go too, he
replied simply: “Well, Mamma, God is
able to take care of those things.”

God did take care, and did call them
—not one at a time, but together. As
they had reaped together faithfully, so
they were privileged to carry their
sheaves home and lay them down at
Jesus’ feet—together.

The challenge of their lives still
comes to each of us from beyond the
balustrades of Heaven. The need for
dedicated workers is great! The time is
shortening when we can work. The
shadows across the world are lengthen-
ing and deepening. Again we hear the
same ringing call Florence and Jewel
heard: “Whom shall I send, and who
will go for us?”

Who will answer as joyfully as they
did: “Here am I; send me!” M
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" G o! Go! Go!” Those were the
startling and thought-provoking
words in the prophecy that came forth
a good many years ago when we were
attending a Pentecostal convention in
Canada. Neither I nor my wife, Vi,
comprehended its full meaning.

There were other things contained in
that surprising prophecy, all of which
eventually came to pass, but it was a
number of years before we understood
the meaning of those words, “Go! Go!
Go!” although we often pondered over
them.

I had been brought up in the Baptist
church and believed I knew the Lord—
until that meeting in Chicago’s Paul
Rader Tabernacle when I was about 12
years old. I was there with another fel-
low my age. The meeting was coming to
a close when an old man with a long
beard turned around in the seat ahead
of me and asked if we didn’t want to
give our hearts to the Lord. We went
forward and met Jesus Christ as our
Saviour. The evangelist was F.F. Bos-
worth; and I was subsequently healed
of a severe asthmatic condition during
that same campaign.

Immediately following conversion I
became quite active in the Tabernacle
work, especially with the boys—the Tab
Scouts, we called them. Within a couple
of years I began working with a class
of boys and continued in that work all
through my teen years.

Then I met Vi, who came from a
Pentecostal home and belonged to a
Pentecostal church. When we got mar-
ried [ felt that, because of my activities
in the Baptist church and my lack of
understanding about the baptism in
the Holy Spirit, we should continue in

the Baptist church, which we did.

However, I gradually began to develop
a real hunger in my heart for a deeper
experience with God, which I was told
could be mine through the Baptism.
Thus we eventually left the Baptist
church and began attending the Phila-
delphia Church, a Pentecostal assembly.
There I immediately became active as
teacher of a boys’ Sunday school class.

During this time I often went with the
pastor to ministerial conferences. There
was a deep desire within my heart to
find an avenue of deeper service. I be-
lieve the Lord was preparing me for the
day when I would become involved with
Full Gospel Business Men’s Fellowship
International.

Soon after Vi and I married, the stock
market crashed and we found ourselves
on the threshold of the Great Depres-
sion. I lost the steady job I had in a let-
tering shop. As a result, my father built
me a workbench and I went to work with
the determination to make a business for
myself. I was happy in it, though it was a
financial struggle—one week our entire
income was about two dollars. My wife, a
bit discouraged, asked me why I didn’t
go out and try to get a job. Without even
thinking I replied, “I will never again
work for anyone.” I was determined to
complete the thing I had started, and
God has certainly blessed through the
years I have been in business.

However, up until the time I became
connected with FGBMFI the thought
troubled me that perhaps going into
business was a mistake—that I should
have gone into full-time Christian work.
But the minute I got into the Fellowship
it became apparent what God was doing
through laymen in these last days.
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I am in the display business—Carlson
Displays, Inc.—in Chicago. God has
prospered us—our property covers
almost a square block—with a steady
and solid growth. We also became in-
volved in building and real estate proj-
ects—a breadth of activity I had never
dreamed possible.

Then the Lord put it on my heart to so
arrange my business that I could be free
to travel—and He showed me how to do
it. I hired one of my younger brothers, a
good mechanic and superintendent for
the shop, who took more and more re-
sponsibility as the years went by. Now I
am in a position where I can leave and
go wherever the Lord directs. Looking
back, I can see where God was preparing
me step by step for the things He has
now called me to do.

One day a former pastor of Philadel-
phia Church came down from Edmon-
ton, Alberta, Canada to be with us for a
meeting, and told of the mighty outpour-
ing of the Holy Spirit taking place in that
area. I hadn’t heard much about laying
on of hands, prayer for the sick, or
prophecy, even though we attended a
Pentecostal church. He opened the
Scriptures to us on the teaching of the
“latter rain” and told us they were hav-
ing their first convention in Edmonton.
Immediately my wife and I determined
not to miss that convention.

We walked into a church filled with
ministers. I saw God pour out His bless-
ing upon these men—saw discourage-
ment turn to vital power for victory. Oh,
how God did touch hearts! It was as
though a great store of power had been
just waiting for yielded, seeking lives into
which it could be poured. The entire
week was like a preview of what God was
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going to do in our generation.

It was in that convention that God
dealt very strongly with me, and I was
completely changed. It was wonderful to
stand in the midst of such glory and
blessing. There was prophecy over those
called to the mission fields. There was
praise and singing in the Spirit, and
manifestations of the gifts of the Spirit.
However, that did not prevent the ene-
my from trying to dissuade me. Suddenly
the spirit of fear hit me. It was like a
black cloud coming down out of the sky
and enveloping me. I was confused and
desperate and didn’t know what to do.

Toward the end of the convention
they asked us forward for prayer. I was
happy to go, but my wife was frightened.
As we fell to our knees, those men laid
their hands on us and began to pray in
tongues and prophesy. One thing that
gave me direction regarding FGBMFI
was a prophecy that said, “Go! Go! Go!”
I wondered what that meant! It said to
go— but go where?

During the years that followed, Vi and
I would often wonder just what those
words meant. As the years progressed,
everything voiced in the prophecy that
night came to pass in both our lives—
save the final instruction, “Go! Go! Go!”

During those years in the Philadelphia
Church we had earnestly sought the
Baptism. It seemed we had come so
close so many times, yet it never had
been given us. One day, as we were at-
tending a meeting at Camp Epworth and
I was sitting in the empty tabernacle in
between meetings with a fellow named
Rudy Jacobson, telling him about my
problem, he said, “Hank, you’re under
the anointing. It’s just a matter of time.”

His words struck me forcibly; I had



never thought of it in that way. When I
got home that night I dropped to my
knees and began to pray. All of a sudden
something began to bubble up from
within and I began to speak very softly in
a heavenly language.

“It was as though a great
store of power had been
just waiting for yielded,
seeking lives into which it
could be poured.”

At first my wife doubted I had re-
ceived, because she didn’t hear any-
thing. But she was soon convinced. Dur-
ing a prayer meeting the following even-
ing the Spirit of God came upon me and
I shouted until they heard me all over
the place!

Not long after that I received a tele-
phone call from a friend in California,
informing me that God was doing tre-
mendous things in the lives of business-
men, and that I simply must come and
see what was happening. It sounded so
exciting that evangelist Clair Hutchins
and I hopped a plane for Los Angeles
and the first international convention of
FGBMFI. We saw the Spirit of God be-
ing poured out and people shouting and
praising the Lord. The minute I walked
into that meeting it enveloped me and
thrilled me with its warmth. I exclaimed,
“This is it! This is the very same Spirit
we felt up in Canada!”

I didn’t know any of those men then.
I had never met Demos Shakarian. But
from that moment on I have been active
in FGBMFTL. I began by taking back to

Chicago a report of what was happening
in Los Angeles, and a group of us imme-
diately established a chapter there.

Then I began to travel with Demos
and Cliff Ford, helping establish chap-
ters and conducting conventions. Men
were calling from everywhere and I was
on the go a great deal. The fire was
spreading faster than we could travel.

One day I came home from the office
and told Vi of my plans for another trip.
My wife is wholeheartedly for the Fellow-
ship and has never criticized my travel-
ing for it, but all of a sudden that day she
stamped her foot and said, “Go! Go!
Go!” The moment she said it we both
almost fell over. Those were the very
words of the prophecy given so many
years before—the one part we had never
fully understood.

It seemed that God constantly added
more calls to “Go!” I had thought it
was enough dashing back and forth
across this nation, trying to reach all
the places calling for chapters and char-
ters. But God knew what He wanted
when He put upon my heart the burden
of airlifts. It was a ministry not of my
choosing. Years before, a group of us
went many places—Africa, South Ameri-
ca, Jamaica, Puerto Rico, Cuba, Haiti—
and had tremendous meetings. But we
didn’t call them airlifts until 1965 when
we went on our first big organized airlift
to London. There were three chartered
jets full of people, and I was in charge of
the group leaving from Chicago. They
asked me to take charge of a group
going on to Sweden afterward, though I
had no special desire to go.

We entered the seaport city of Gote-
borg, Sweden, and had some wonderful
meetings there. One afternoon as Harald
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Bredesen was speaking, the thought hit
me and I said aloud, ‘Lord, what in the

world am I here for?” The moment I

said that the Spirit of God came down
and with it came a tremendous burden
for that part of the world.

That was a mystery to me at first.
Why there? They are intelligent, edu-
cated, progressive people, having many
churches. Why not Africa or other
places where churches are scarce? Now
that we have concluded our eighth air-
lift, however, the answer seems clear.
The move of God’s Spirit that took place
first in Sweden, then spread to Norway,
Denmark and Finland, has now over-
flowed into Germany, Austria, Holland
and Belgium and soon it may reach into
France and Portugal.

These airlifts have opened wide the
doors of opportunity for the Full Gospel
message. Men in those nations have now
caught the vision and are planning their
own airlifts to neighboring areas. I thank
God today that He put this burden on

my heart—and on theirs.

My heart is thrilled with the realiza-
tion that FGBMFI has been given the
privilege of having a part in God’s plan
for these countries. Now I understand
why He put the burden upon my heart
to go there rather than to other parts
of the world.

Not only have these airlifts been a
blessing to many in the areas visited,
but they have been a wonderful bless-
ing to those who have made up the
airlifts’ personnel. They return saying
they will never be the same again, for
they have seen God at work—not only
in the hearts of individuals, but in
whole nations.

Today I challenge hundreds of men
to join in future airlifts—men who will
join, not for a sightseeing tour or a
vacation, but because God has put it
on their hearts to “Go! Go! Go!” and
take the Good News to every nation,
tribe, and tongue. There are many that
have yet to be reached. W
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never had the oppor-

tunity of being a little

boy. My blacksmith father

struggled in our small

North Carolina town to pro-
vide a bare existence for his

large family, and my childhood
years were spent doing a man’s

work f8%la child’s pay.

I was the tenth of 12 children in
our family. Bicycles and toys existed only
in our dreams. We grew up on the
“other side of the tracks”—lived poor,
thought poor and were taught that as
Christians we were supposed to e poor.

It is no sin to be poor, but it can be
awfully inconvenient. Conversely, it is no
sin to have plenty of this world’s goods




if we use them for the purpose for
which God gave them. But quite a few
years were required for me to learn that.

My sister began taking me to Sunday
school when I was five. Scrubbed and
dressed in my scanty best, I never
missed a Sunday for seven years (eight,
except for an attack of appendicitis that
put me in the hospital). There was an
attendance contest with a shiny bicycle
as prize. My dreams were shattered
when I found they wouldn’t give me
credit for the Sundays I was ill.

Today that doesn’t sound like such a
world-shaking affair, but then it hurt
more deeply than anyone, except some-
one who has known a deprived child-
hood, could understand. My reaction
was quite violent. At 14 I quit school,
ran away from home and away from
Sunday school and church.

For three years, alone in a strange
and unfriendly world, I lived without a
purpose, trying to make my own way,
having no faith in myself or anyone else.
My Christian upbringing no longer had
any real bearing on my daily living. Yet
I still clung stubbornly to the belief that
there must be a better way to live.

One evening when I was about 17 a
group of us boys went to a revival meet-
ing we’d heard about. We didn’t plan
to go inside, just to hang around the
church and poke fun at the “holy
rollers.” Standing on the outside look-
ing in, I saw for the first time in my life
people who seemed genuinely happy. I
was fascinated.

As one at a time they told of great
things God had done for them, a
strange feeling came over me. I didn’t
know that anybody in the world was
really happy—especially Christians. My
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early training had given me the impres-
sion that the longer the face the more
spiritual the soul. When a young man
told me how God had set him free from
the cigarette habit something said to
me, “Here is what you have been look-
ing for.”

I listened spellbound as the powerful
words of the preacher carried me back
to Sunday school days and lessons
learned about Jesus. From all over that
church, sinners came and knelt around
what they called the “altar bench.”
When I saw the glow on their faces it
seemed everything good and worthwhile
was inside...and I was outside.

The next night I was back at that
little pinewood church, but this time I
went in, determined to find what those
people had that made them so happy.
I found it, kneeling at the altar, where
Jesus met me and forgave my sins.
Someone real and glorious entered my
life and my happiness knew no bounds.

A few nights later I was filled with
the Holy Spirit. He has been my never-
failing guide and comforter all these
years. To be truly converted and to
experience the new birth is the greatest
miracle known to mankind, but the in-
filling of the Holy Spirit gives a Chris-
tian power and wisdom to witness and
to live the Christian life. In my estima-
tion the power of the Holy Spirit, when
used as God intended, is greater than
atomic or any other power. I cannot put
into words what this experience has
meant to me. I just praise God for the
baptism in the Holy Spirit and for
speaking in tongues (Acts 2:4).

One day about 15 years ago [ was
flying my single-engine plane over some
rugged terrain when a piston rod broke



in the engine. I was not within gliding
distance of any open field or landing
place. I barely got over some 65-foot

trees into a small clearing and, not
knowing if I would survive the landing,
the last thing I said audibly was,
“Thank God for the Holy Ghost.”

The plane was completely demolished;
however, after 37 days in the hospital I
was released with no permanent injuries.

Many times as I have met with high
officials in Washington, D.C. on busi-
ness matters such as seeking a charter
for a new national bank, I have been
given the right words to say which I
did not think of beferehand. I believe
this was the wisdom of the Holy Spirit.
If space were available I could use it all
in telling about this wonderful experi-
ence. The main reason I felt led to
accept membership on the founding
board of Full Gospel Business Men’s
Fellowship International is its special
emphasis on the baptism in the Holy
Spirit and its witness for Christ to
other businessmen.

A few months after my baptism I
enrolled at Holmes Bible School in
Greenville, South Carolina. I had no

money, but that particular school
accepted students by faith if they wanted
to come in and share the common table.
Usually we had food (sometimes we
didn’t), but we all had faith and be-
lieved God would supply our needs.

We hear much about faith, we read
volumes about it, but actually I think
we know very little about the kind of
faith of which the Bible speaks. The
Lord has seen fit to give me many les-
sons in sheer faith. Some have been
pretty rugged, but I thank Him from the
bottom of my heart for every one of
them.

Upon leaving that school I returned
to my hometown, with a railroad ticket
purchased with borrowed money. In
those days before the general use of
automobiles and airplanes, travel by rail
was the ultimate. I had to change trains
in a little town about eight miles from
my final destination and a boyhood
friend who lived there came to see me
between trains. Trying to be helpful and
thinking I had forgotten my luggage,
when I started to get on the train he
asked, “Lee, where is your suitcase?”
He didn’t know that all my earthly pos-
sessions were in the pasteboard box
under my arm. Let me assure you that
was really an embarrassing experience.
Travel on a train without a suitcase
was unheard of.

When the train pulled into the depot
of my hometown, Norma (the girl I
later married) was there to meet me.
Again I was most terribly embarrassed,
as a local boy who been away at school

~and had come back on the train, to

disembark with my clothes in a little
box under my arm. Not wanting to be
seen that way with the girl I hoped
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would be my future wife, I got the
station agent to keep the box in his
office until I called for it.

R A 5)

The Braxtons celebrate their 50th anniversary.

Right then a hatred for poverty began
to creep into my heart. I felt certain
that somewhere, somehow, God had
something better for me. In fact, it be-
gan to occur to me that surely God
had enough and to spare for His
children, and that even if having
plenty might be sinful, as we had been
taught, He wanted us to at least have
enough.

Norma and I were married (by faith
plus a loan of $50). God blessed our
home with four lovely children, none
of them born in a hospital because we
couldn’t afford it. Many times our meals
were pretty scanty, but we never failed
to give thanks for whatever we had. I
had learned the power of prayer and
faith in God while in Bible school—that
“all things are possible to them that
believe.” Now I began to seek the key
that would open the door to God’s
storehouse of blessing, for I felt certain
it contained plenty for all.

The opportunity to put this into
practice came soon after we were mar-
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ried. My first business venture ended in
complete failure, with the loss of our
home and furniture. We moved to
Whiteville, North Carolina, and another
business failure sent me to my knees.

It had taken quite a while for God to
bring me to my knees—and to my
senses. Now I told Him about my
dreams, my hopes, my failures. It was
really a pitiful tale of trying to do things
in my own strength and my own way
instead of in His strength and His way.
I gave up that night and entered into a
partnership with God.

It was almost unbelievable how things
suddenly began to turn in my favor.
Profits began to increase. I expanded
my little repair-and-parts shop into a
complete auto-parts store. We were very
careful to give God the glory for all the
increase. The business prospered be-
yound our wildest dreams until we not
only owned our own home but also
had 30 rentals and a wholesale auto-
parts business. I held an official capacity
in 22 different companies besides, and
had an annual gross income of more
than I had ever dared to dream. I or-
ganized the First National Bank in
Whiteville and promoted the building
of a radio station and a modern hotel.
My fellow citizens elected me to several
terms on the city council and as mayor,
and by appointment of the governor I
served on the state planning board.

This didn’t happen overnight, of
course. Nor do I suggest that there is a
pat formula that causes success to drop
automatically into a man’s lap. Neither
is it the easiest thing in the world for a
human being to trust God when there
seems no outward supporting evidence.
Sometimes we must unlearn some



things before God can get through to
us. God had to give me some real jolts
before He was able to show me what
faith was all about and convince me
that receiving the blessings of a loving
God didn’t necessarily impugn one’s
spirituality.

Material goods and civic honors were
very pleasing. At 44, having reached
what many call success, I was preparing
to retire. Still, the material things of life
that seem so important when one lacks
them did not satisfy the desire of my
soul. I had made God a promise, but
had become so absorbed in business it
seemed I was not doing very much to
fulfill that promise. So as rapidly as
possible I disengaged myself from the
business ventures that required my time
and began looking for an outlet to
serve God.

A Christian doesn’t have to look very
long or far if he really wants to be a
witness for His Lord. While serving as
mayor of our town it was one of my
duties to hold Mayor’s Court. There I
learned a good deal about what it
means to be a witness.

Straight and true testimony is a very
important thing. Many times the witness
carries more weight than a skilled at-
torney, although the attorney has his
place. The witness is not required to
know all the law or to interpret it. He
need not be a teacher, preacher, attor-
ney or any specially trained person. All
he has to do is tell what he knows and
what he saw—not what someone else
told him. Jesus gave an example of a
good witness in John 3:11: “We speak
that we do know, and testify that we
have seen.”

Christ said, “Ye are my witnesses.”

Two things happened to me at about
the time I began earnestly to seek a way
to get out where the spiritual action was.
I met Oral Roberts, and I met Demos
Shakarian and FGBMFI. Since that
time there hasn’t been a moment that
wasn’t filled to overflowing with active
service for my Lord. Nor has there been
a day when He did not bless my life.

Flying my own plane back and forth
across the United States, hopping from
revival campaign to FGBMFI conven-
tion, new chapter meeting or board
meeting, I have logged tens of thou-
sands of miles in the air and been able
to minister person to person and heart
to heart with thousands of people.

I can never thank God enough for
His blessings upon my life and for hav-
ing called me as a Christian business-
man to be His witness. This doesn’t
mean I've reached “the end of the rain-
bow” or that there are no more tests
of faith. As long as we live on this earth
such tests will come, but God is abun-
dantly able to give us the victory.

I have found there are two important
laws of life: the law of faith and the
law of compromise. That which you
might gain through compromise of your
convictions will never satisfy you, nor
will you be able to retain it. But that
which you hold onto by faith will bless
you and you will be able to keep it.

I challenge you with this thought:
God has something better for you—a
greater degree of wholeness in Christ,
a new job, an opportunity to serve Him
in a wider outreach. Whatever it is,
lay hold on it by faith and claim the
victory that is yours in Christ. Accord-
ing to your faith, so it will be done
unto you.
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taring at the mirror, I was shocked

by what I saw staring back at me. I
was face to face with death. My face
looked like that of a corpse. The pale,
hollow look of death glared at me
through my eyes in the mirror. The
encounter I had with myself that morn-
ing in early 1985 was a startling spiri-
tual experience that shook me with the
reality that I was in the grip of death.

I had been up all night, mostly locked
in my bathroom, snorting cocaine,
smoking marijuana and tobacco, drink-
ing wine, and swallowing pills. I had
realized I was extremely addicted to
drugs. I could not deny that fact. There
had been times when my heart had
gone into sporadic pulse rates and had
even stopped beating because of the
chemicals that I had put into my body.
On those occasions I would run down
the halls of my house in order to get
my heart to beat. Cardiac arrest and
death is a common end for cocaine
addicts.

Before that morning, I didn’t really
know where I would go if I died. I had
even considered suicide to the point of
placing a loaded and cocked .357 mag-
num pistol to my head. The uncertainty
of what lay beyond death and a concern
for my family were the only considera-
tions that had prevented me from pull-
ing the trigger.

After having seen the face of death in
the mirror, I had a spiritual awareness
that went deeper than thought. I be-
came aware that physical death would
not put an end to the hell that I was
going through. To the contrary, physical
death would have left me forever in the
state that I saw in the mirror. If I had
committed suicide, I would have locked

myself into a terrible condition and
place—the condition of death and the
place of hell! Suicide would not have
been an end. It would have been an
eternal magnified continuation of my
tormented state. The spirit of death
would have had his victory over me and
I would have remained his prisoner
forever.

grew up in Milledgeville, a town of

some 10,000 population in central
Georgia. Early in life I became success-
oriented, and embraced the belief that
if I could make enough money I would
be a success in life. At that time none
of the members of our family were
born-again Christians, so I had no
Christ-centered role models. This story
will tell you how I finally came to know
the truth and how that truth set me
free (John 8:36).

I fell in love with Schar, the loveliest
girl in Central Georgia and we were
married before I entered Georgia Tech.
Graduating with a degree in industrial
management, I entered the petroleum
business and worked for Shell Oil Com-
pany for four very rewarding years be-
fore entering the lumber industry.

Jesus Christ came into our family
when my older brother, Bob, was saved
in a most unusual way.

Bob was operating a service station
and living at home when he became
sick with the flu. My mother who was
caring for him, asked if he wanted any-
thing special. “Yes,” he said. “I would
like to have a science fiction book to
read.” So she went downtown to the
bookstore and asked for one. The lady
clerk brought her a copy of Hal Lind-
sey’s The Late Great Planet Earth.
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“Are you sure this is a science
fiction book?” Mother asked. It didn’t
look like one to her. The clerk said it
certainly was.

Bob read it and it convinced him that
the Bible was true. When he got on his
feet again, he attended a little Assem-
blies of God church and was saved. A
few days later while riding to his service
station on a bicycle the Holy Ghost
came upon him and he received the
baptism in the Holy Spirit.

Mother was inquisitive and returned
to the bookstore to talk with the lady
who had sold her the book that caused
her son to be saved. She could not
find her. The manager told her that no
person fitting the girl’s description had
ever worked there. She could have been
an angel.

Mother proceeded to go to Bob’s
church. She later received the baptism
in the Holy Spirit at a camp meeting.

At that time neither Schar nor I had
yet claimed Jesus as our Lord, but the
Holy Spirit was at work through my
brother and mother, and that unknown
person who was praying for us all along.

M eanwhile, our son Brandon had
come down with a cyst on his
brain. When they dismissed him from
the hospital we were told that he would
live, but would require special care for
the rest of his life. The growth in his
brain had left him mentally damaged.
Subsequently he was placed in a state-
run special day school for children with
his kind of handicap.

One day I received a call from the
head of the school. “Mr. Battle, we can’t
keep your son in this school,” the princi-
pal told me. I immediately interrupted to
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inform him that [ was a taxpayer and my
boy had every right to be there.

“You don’t understand. Your son did
have every right to be here. But tests
we have made cancel out his eligibility.”
I took a deep breath wondering what
was going on. He continued, “These
tests prove that your little boy is not
mentally handicapped, but is a genius.
He does not belong here.”

Schar and I rejoiced. We were not
yet Christians, but we were as thankful

as we knew how to be. Only when we
came to know God did we understand
what was behind this miracle.

My mother who was newly baptized
in the Holy Spirit had regularly cradled
our little boy in her arms and claimed
healing Scriptures over his body, and
prayed in tongues for complete recovery.
Later, the child’s first understandable
sentence was “Thank You Jesus for heal-
ing Brandon.” He was truly healed. He
had led every class academically during
his entire school years. Now in high
school, his scores place him at advanced
college level. I say all this, not to boast



about my son, but to boast about my
Lord Jesus Christ who healed him.

till pursuing the success goals that

I had set for my life, I got out of
the lumber business in Georgia and re-
turned to Texas where I became a crude
oil trader, then became head of domes-
tic crude oil development for Tesoro
Petroleum Corporation where I began
to make increasing amounts of money.
I was moving up in the world.

“My Bible reading
had me aware of God
and I wanted to do
something for Him to
redeem myself. I had
not yet learned of
God’s grace.”

The drinking that I started at the
young age of thirteen had also advanced
to hard liquor with steadily increasing
consumption.

After working for a time with another
firm, I decided it was time to move out
on my own. With partners I formed
Merit Petroleum Company. We started
in crude oil trading, then moved into oil
exploration, some real estate and then
barge transportation. The company was
extraordinarily successful—it made me a
multi-millionaire when I was thirty-two
years old. But the fulfillment that I
thought money would bring did not

come. I was emptier than ever. To fill the
void I did a stupid thing—I started on
drugs. A marijuana cigarette first, then
stronger stuff, especially cocaine.

I turned to these chemicals to allay
the increased spells of boredom I was
experiencing. After the consuming goal
of attaining wealth was reached, the
resulting hollowness inside me cried
for a fix. Cocaine did the trick, but
then the same vacuous void would
return after the high.

I began to make spur-of-the-moment
excursions to Las Vegas. Often I didn’t
even tell Schar that I was leaving and
would return three or four days later.

Schar was a moral person, but like
me she was unsaved. So she sought to
kill the boredom with shopping sprees.
No doubt, she spent a lot of time worry-
ing about me because I was spending
only about three days a week at home.
But I gave her something to occupy
her mind.

In Texas the visual sign of wealth is
an expensive ranch or a sumptuous
house in an exclusive suburb. So we
began building a thirty-five room man-
sion in a proper community outside
Houston. I virtually left all the burden
of this tremendously heavy project on
Schar’s shoulders. I had become a slave
to addiction. I was a weighty cocaine
user along with other drugs, a steady
drinker, smoked three to five packs of
cigarettes a day, subscribed to several
porn magazines and was an adulterer.

All this was very stressful on Schar.
Only thirty-six-years-old and seemingly
in good health, she suffered a heart
attack in 1982. During her recovery
she was visited by a friend from our old
neighborhood who had been saved
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through watching “The 700 Club.”

The friend witnessed to Schar and
my wife accepted Jesus and was saved.
But this wasn’t enough for her. In the
drawer where I had been tossing all
the tracts and pamphlets that my
praying mother had been sending me,
she found a little blue book by Brother
Kenneth Hagin on receiving the baptism
in the Holy Spirit.

After reading it she woke me in the
middle of the night. “Tom, Tom—you
won'’t believe this. I've just been baptized
in the Holy Spirit and have been speak-
ing in tongues...another language.” I

I groaned, “Honey, that’s just fine. I
guess Mother will be glad to hear that.
Just let me go back to sleep and you
can call her in the morning.”

O n top of everything, my business
was beginning to have new prob-
lems. More than ever, cocaine was my
solution to short-term relief from exec-
utive pressures.

But even though I may have tried to
appear disinterested, Schar’s conversion
and subsequent baptism in the Holy
Spirit made a deep impression upon me.
She was no longer mad when I came in
late, or after a trip to Las Vegas. She was
kind and demonstrated her love in every
possible way. Her critical attitude
ceased, and she just loved me more and
more...although I did not deserve it.

This got my attention. When God fills
a person with the Holy Ghost and sets
them on fire with goodness and His
love, others can’t help but take notice.
Love never fails (I Cor. 13:8). Like the
burning bush that Moses saw in the
desert, the beautiful fire of the Holy
Spirit had entered into Schar’s life.
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Soon after that our son, Brandon, was
baptized in the Holy Ghost and I could
see wonderful changes in him.

I had to find out what was happening
to my family. I had to investigate, so I
bought a King James Bible and began to
read it every day. It took a long time for
the Word to get through to me, but I
made no secret of my Bible reading. My
best friend and business partner was dy-
ing of cancer. I would visit him every

day. He was wasting away and no one
expected him to live very long. Although
I was not saved, I was propelled into wit-
nessing to him.

One day a freak thunderstorm de-
scended on our town of Kingwood. I
had never been frightened by a storm
before, but this one terrified me right
down to my toes. Suddenly I had a tre-
mendous compulsion to go witness to
Sam. [ felt that if I didn’t do it, I would
not live out the day. So I made my way
down the street to see him.

I opened by saying, “You know, Sam,
I have been reading the Bible a lot



lately.” Although down to half his nor-
mal weight, he answered right back in

a firm voice. “Yeah, Tom, I know you’ve
been reading the Bible.”

“I read in there that if you believe on
Jesus Christ as your Saviour you will go
to heaven. Well, I look on it like a card
game. If you believe on Him and it’s
true, then you get to go to heaven. If it
isn’t true, you don’t lose anything any-
way.” I could tell that what I said about

“I began getting rid
of the things from my
old life...

porn magazines...
vintage bottles of

wine...”

taking a gamble on confessing Jesus as
Saviour got his attention. I could see a
light go on. We had spent countless
hours gambling at cards and he got the
picture.

A few days later Sam went into a
coma. I went down to see him, but the
nurse discouraged me from talking to
him, saying that he would not hear me.
But I took his limp hand, and said,
“Sam, you remember us talking about
Jesus a few days ago. Well, I think you
are going to see Jesus today.”

Although his eyes were fixed and
staring, showing no signs of life, he

squeezed my hand so hard that it hurt.
A big tear ran from his eye and down
his face. Later that day he died. I didn’t
understand it then, because I still wasn’t
saved. But I now know that was the
time my best friend received Jesus as
his personal Saviour. Now I know for
certain that God can even put words
into a sinner’s mouth and use them to
show a person to Christ.

You would think that such a precious
experience wuld have turned me
around and made me rush to give my
heart to Jesus Christ. But it didn’t. My
spiritual understanding had not been
opened. My bereaved condition over
Sam’s death and business problems
brought on more stress and tension,
and I actually increased my use of
drugs. I was a closet addict, trying to
conceal my addictions. Only those
friends who also took drugs knew for
certain that I was a user.

I quit going out or leaving town and
spent more and more time at home. It
was the only place where I could find
peace. I wonder how Schar stood it. But
instead of silently condemning me or
openly fussing and fuming, she just
loved me more. I later learned that she
was claiming Scriptures over me in her
prayers. One was Psalm 107:20: “He
sent His word and healed them; and
delivered them from their destructions.”

I was so disgusted with myself that
on January 1, 1985 I made a New Year’s
resolution to renounce drugs, alcohol
and smoking. My Bible reading had
made me aware of God and I wanted to
do something for Him to redeem myself.
I had not yet learned of God’s grace.

My New Year’s resolutions lasted
about a day. I resumed my old habits,
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in bondage to them as much as ever.
For almost two months I continued in
this sorry state, my confusion and
disgust mounting.

O n Sunday, February 24, 1985 I
reached my lowest point. I was a
desperate cocaine addict, an alcoholic,
hung up on pornography and addicted
to smoking. Added to this multiple
bondage, my business was shrinking. I
was a broken man with my life hope-
lessly out of control.

I was trying to clean myself up, but
was about to climb the walls. God had
been dealing with me all week. When I
had tried to do drugs something would
just grab me and turn me around. I
realize now that this intervention was
an angel that God had placed beside
me. Prayers for me were reaching
heaven and God began to cause things
to happen.

One Sunday morning, the realization
that my personal life had been pro-
pelled by deceptions, hit me full force.
Satan had told me there was fulfillment
in trusting in financial success alone, in
having ‘highs’ from alcohol and cocaine;
lifts from nicotine; vile thrills from por-
nography and joy from the sinful indul-
gence of adultery.

That experience with the face of
death in the mirror really shook me up
and caused me to see that I had been
deceived and had nothing to show for
it but a ruined life and immeasurable
hurt to my loving wife and family. I
had the sickening feeling that I had
been treacherously used by Satan for
my own destruction.

I grabbed my Bible and said a prayer.
I didn’t understand exactly why I was
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saying it, but clutching my Bible I said,
“I'm so confused that from now on I'm
going to live like this is the truth. I do
not care what anyone thinks or how
much I might be ridiculed! I am living
my life according to what it says in
here, as best I understand it. And be-
cause it says that Jesus Christ is the
living Son of God, I believe it. He is
my Lord and Saviour.”

After I said that prayer the superna-
tural set. in. Immediately, I felt the tor-
ment of chemical addiction lift as the
divine presence of Jesus moved into
me. Life moved in and death moved
out. I had been born again and trans-
formed into a new person inside by the
power of the Holy Spirit. For the first
time in my life I had an encounter with
Jesus. It was wonderful and has been
wonderful ever since.

That instant—that very instant—I was
set free from all of my bad habits. He
just pulled the desire right out of my
heart. I didn’t do a thing but open my
heart up to Him. It was wonderful. I
was set free! I had-heard of thirty day
cures and six month rehabilitation pro-
grams, but Jesus did it in an instant.
He pulled out my heart of stone and
gave me a new heart. I am living proof
that Jesus does receive sinners.

I began to cry, and I must have wept
for a week. I wasn’t ashamed for it was
a joyous cleansing. I began getting rid
of the things from my old life. All the
porn magazines at home and at the
office were sacked, as well as some of
the vintage bottles of wine costing over
a hundred dollars each. With the help
of my family we poured them all down
the drain.

The next morning I had my secretary




cancel the subscriptions to all porno-
graphic publications. I started emptying
the office refrigerator of about a hun-
dred cans of beer—the normal supply.
This shocked my former business part-
ner, but he later understood. I believe
that is the way to do it. When God
cleans you up—get rid of all that trash
right then!

The two women in the office, my
secretary and an accountant, were both
Christians and were delighted with all
this. A week later I received the bap-
tism in the Holy Spirit. Shortly after-
wards, the ladies in my office received

the same blessed Baptism.

I had always been told that the Chris-
tian life was dull and unexciting. But
as a Spirit-filled Christian I have had
the most exciting time of my life. In fact,
it’s unending, growing more wonderful
all the time. My business problems did
not go away, but Jesus is seeing me
through. He is my first priority.

God has opened doors—including
Full Gospel Business Men’s Fellowship
chapters—all over the world for me to
tell others about Jesus.

There is no high like the MOST
HIGH GOD! H

A CALL A4 Battie Plan For The 1993 FGBMFI

TO PRAYER Boston World Convention

A PLAN HAS BEEN GIVEN to us from
the Holy Spirit. Each Fellowship chapter has
at least one prayer meeting each month. We
urge you to add one more prayer meeting
during the month to pray specifically for the
World Convention to be held in Boston,
June 29-July 3.

IF A CHAPTER already meets weekly
for prayer, then it would reserve one of
these meetings for the World Convention.
Come together for this special time of prayer
to beseech the Father to pour out an
anointing—first upon Boston; then upon
the Northeast; finally southward and across
the nation and on around the world.

IF EACH CHAPTER puts forth this
effort of effectual, fervent prayer, how will
our Lord respond?

1993 World Convention Prayer Coordinators
RICHARD CROCKETT ® RICHARD MORIN



For four decades we have watched the
Spirit of God move within FGBMFI. It
has been His miraculous power that has
brought us to where we are today.

It was a series of incidents in the life
of Demos Shakarian during the forties,
directed by the Holy Spirit, that brought
about the birth of the Fellowship. They
included some park and tent meetings,
prophecies by Dr. Charles Price and
two mass Pentecostal youth rallies—one
in the Shrine Auditorium, the other in
the Hollywood Bowl. When Demos
called a group of Full Gospel business-
men together to raise finances for the
rallies, the Holy Spirit revealed to him
what could be done by bringing togeth-
er Full Gospel businessmen.

After sharing the burden of his heart
with evangelist Oral Roberts, the first
meeting of FGBMFI was set up to take
place at the close of the Oral Roberts
Crusade in Los Angeles.

The first year was a continuing
struggle. December, 1952 looked like
the end of the Fellowship. Then came
the night of prayer, the vision and
overnight everything was different.

January, 1953, FGBMFI was officially
recognized by the state of California as
a nonprofit organization. February,
1953, Voice magazine was dedicated as
the official publication of the Fellowship.

The early growth of the Fellowship
was aided by many of the healing evan-
gelists of the day, including: Oral
Roberts, Tommy Hicks, Jack Coe, A.C.
Valdez and William Branham. These
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men were responsible for opening chap-
ters, they were featured speakers at
FGBMFI conventions and a constant
inspiration to Demos and the leadership
of the Fellowship.

The closing of the fifties was also the
beginning of the Charismatic Renewal
which was a sign of things to come for

FOUR
DECADES OF
FELLOWSHIP

(Right) Demos
Shakarian
and evangelist =
Jack Coe :
share greet- =
ings at the |
1954 Wash- |
ington, D.C. |
convention.




, N look at the history of the Charismatic
The 1960 S '/ Renewal you can see a vital cord that
- e y runs through its entire history—that
= A cord is Full Gospel Business Men’s
= Fellowship International.”
; 0o While riding the crest of the Charis-
The entire Christian world was shaken (e Rl (s Rl eee

byithe Charismatic Renewal. It left its truly an international organization. As

mark on every major denomination s
a result of the London Airlift and World
and every country of the world. As one St in 1855 tlors eraned

Charismatic leader said, “When you around the world to the Fellowship.
Fellowship members gave their testimo-
nies wherever doors opened. As a result,

(Left) Healing we have 200 chapters in the British

evangelist

Tommy Hicks

and Demos.

(Right) Minor

Arganbright

hands Demos

a check for

$1000 to keep

the Fellowship
going. Voice
editor, Tommy

Nickel is in

background.

-

From humble beginnings like the first chapter,
shown below, today the Fellowship fills entire
convention centers (left).



(Above) London Airlift team before
boarding. (Right) Meeting at the
Royal Albert Hall. (Far right) Dis-
tributing Voice in Vietnam.

Isles and other chapters have opened
in nation after nation.

Following London FGBMFI airlifts
began to circle the globe. Henry Carl-
son began a series of airlifts to the
Scandinavian countries. Simon Vikse
joined him in a tremendous outreach
to his homeland Norway. Then under
the leadership of Enoch Christoffersen
there were several airlifts to the Far
East. And on and on they go with a
focus on Russia and the Balkan
countries at present.

Another highlight airlift was to Viet-
nam during the conflict there. Thirty-
two Fellowship men traveled there and
ministered to the troops, even those
out on the front. God performed many
miracles by opening the doors to min-
istry that were previously closed.

In the latter part of the sixties Ray
Bullard, FGBMFI chapter president in
South Bend, Indiana, opened his home
to students and professors from Notre
Dame University. After teaching and
prayer, several received the baptism in
the Holy Spirit. Since that time some
70 million Catholics around the world
have moved in the Charismatic Renewal.
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The 1970’s

Television was one of the highlights of
the seventies. The Fellowship had tested
television in the sixties with a program
called “Charismata in the 20th Century.”
There was a great interest in this and
other programs that were tried. As a
result FGBMFTI started an extremely
popular TV series entitled “Good
News.” At its zenith this program,
hosted by Demos Shakarian, was broad-
cast over 150 television and 70 radio
stations, as well as being featured on
the newer CBN and PTL Christian
cable networks.

There were also several prime-time
TV specials produced by the Fellowship.
These included: “The Happiest People
On Earth,” “Turning Point” and others.
The special, “Good News America” pro-
duced by Steve Shakarian and directed
by Denny Ermel won an Emmy Award.
This outreach resulted in a huge num-
ber of spiritual results. It also brought



the Fellowship to the attention of multi-
plied thousands of people.

The World Convention in the middle
of the seventies had an attendance of
25,000 people. It was a true illustration
of overall success of the Fellowship at
that time.

The 1970’s brought the release of
the life story of Demos and Rose
Shakarian, The Happiest People On
Earth. This book, written by John and
Elizabeth Sherrill of Chosen Books,
has now been translated into more
than 25 languages and has been influ-
ential in opening doors to the Gospel
in places where it had been previously
shut out.

Airlifts continued in the seventies
resulting in leaders in several nations
finding Christ as their Saviour. This
began to show a pattern of very special
things to come for FGBMFI.

(Top right) Demos
on the production
set of “Good
News’’ with guest
Fr. Fullam. (Mid-
dle right) Oral
Roberts at the po-
dium with Demos.
(Below) Dedica-
tion of new head-
quarters building
(bottom right).

P The 1980

The eighties began with the dedication
of a brand new headquarters building
in Costa Mesa, California. The World
Headquarters had been built at a cost
of $5,000,000. Oral Roberts gave the
keynote address, Pat Boone served as
emcee. Greetings were read from Presi-
dent Jimmy Carter and Anwar Sadat,
President of Egypt.

After reaching all-time highs in every
department of the Fellowship during
the first seven years of the eighties, a
time of testing and trial hit the organi-
zation. Men who had been trusted and
held very important positions in the
Fellowship, tried to to take the leader-
ship away from Demos and finally con-
trol the organization themselves. After
three years God brought victory and
turned the problems around.

In spite of the difficulties experi-
enced during this period, by the end of
the decade FGBMFI numbered 2,646
chapters in the world, 1800 of these in
the United States alone. Every month
approximately 700,000 people met in
regular chapter meetings of the Fellow-
ship, while it is estimated that all the
evangelistic ministries of Full Gospel
touched the lives of over one billion
people. H




FELLOWSHIP EVENTS

INDIA AIRLIFT (FROM U.K.)
Feb. 1993

Contact: Tony John

5 Lime Rd., Normanby
Cleveland TS6 ODN, England
(44) 642-461189

ILLINOIS STATE REGIONAL CONV.
Feb. 3-6, 1993

Holiday Inn, Rt. 36 W, Decatur, IL
Contact: Howard Hite

RR 1, Box 6D

Dalton City, IL 61925
217-874-2274

PEACE RIVER MEN’S ADV.

Feb. 5-7, 1993

Travellers Motor Hotel, Peace River,
Alberta, Canada

Contact: Bob Savage

P.O. Box 884

Grand Prairie, Alberta T8V 3Y19
403- 539-6468

EASTERN OHIO COUPLE’S ADVANCE.
Feb. 5-7, 1993

Salt Fork St. Park Ldg., Cambridge
Contact: Red Houston

P.O. Box 1832, 19 Shawnee Ave.
S. Zanesville, OH 43702-1832
800-821-1110

33RD WASHINGTON INT’L. REG. CONV.
Feb. 5-7, 1993

Hyatt Reg. Crystal City, Arlington, VA
Contact: FGBMFI Wash. Conv. Office
4106 Sunburst Ct.

Alexandria, VA 22303

703-971-6115

39TH INLAND EMPIRE GPL’S. ADV.
Feb. 12-14, 1993

Ridpath Hotel, Spokane, WA
Contact: H. Alfred Dunning
N8510 Northview Ct.

Spokane, WA 99208
509-327-2703 W, 509-466-4579 H

SOUTH AFRICA NAT’L. CONV.
Feb-23-27, 1993

Johannesburg, South Africa
Contact: Kwabena Darko

P.O. Box 513

Kumasi, Ghana

(233) 51-3740, (233) 21-774902
Fax: (233) 51-6126, (233) 21-772238

CAROLINA MEN’S ADVANCE
Feb. 26-28, 1993

Baptist Assembly Grounds
Fort Caswell, NC

Contact: James D. Smith
103 Grayson Court
Knightdale, NC 27545
919-266-1756

EASTERN U.S.A. REG. CONY.
Mar. 4-6, 1993

Founders Inn, Virginia Beach, VA
Contact: Wes Ropp

14807 Walthall Dr.

Colonial Heights, VA 23834
804-530-1803

TENNESSEE MEN’S CAMP

Mar. 5-7, 1993

Columbia 4-H Camp, Columbia, TN
Contact: Wallace F. McCoy

P.O. Box 70708

Nashville, TN 37207

MID-AMERICA REG. CONY.

Mar. 11-13, 1993

Ramada Inn, Manhattan, Kansas
Contact: Richard Napper

811 Osage St.

Manhattan, KS 66502

INDIANA REGIONAL CONV.
Mar. 18-20, 1993

Airport Hilton Inn, Indianapolis
Contact: Jim Clark

11722 Johnson Rd.

Ft. Wayne, IN 46818

913-539-3837 317-846-6764
EASTERN ONTARIO RALLY TRI-STATE CONVENTION AUSTRALIAN NATIONAL CONV.
Mar. 26-27, 1993 April 22-24, 1993 May 1993

Days Inn, Kingston, Ont., Canada
Contact: Leslie Running

RR#4, Lansdowne, Ont. KOE 1LO
613-659-2157

Red Lion Inn, Modesto, CA
Contact: Ed Faulkner

335 Adeline St.

Oakland, CA 94607
510-834-5035

Oasis Resort, Sunshine Coast
Contact: Bernie Gray

P.O. Box 67, 34 Old Cleveland Rd.
Brisbane, Queensland 4120 Australia
(61) 7-397-3557, (61) 7-394-1049

NEW ZEALAND NAT’L. CONV.

May, 1993

Contact: Len Brijs

P.O. Box 33.424

Takapuna, Auckland 9 New Zealand
(64) 9-444-9478, (64) 9-443-1063 Fax

NO. NEW YORK REG. RALLY

May 14-15, 1993

Contact: John Barone

1114 Boyd St.

Watertown, NY 13601
315-788-7019 H, 315-782-7145 W
805-322-5554

S0. SAN JOAQUIN VALLEY MEN'S ADV.
May 14-16, 1993

Sugar Pine Camp, Oakhurst, CA
Contact: Robert Miller

2512 K St.

Bakersfield, CA 93301

40TH ANNUAL FGBMFI WORLD CONVENTION

JUNE 29-JULY 3, 1993

Boston Marriott-Copley Place, Boston, Massachusetts
Contact: FGBMFI World Headquarters
P.O. Box 5050, Costa Mesa, CA 92628
714-754-1400, 714-557-9916 Fax

FELLOWSHIP EVENTS PUBLISHED IN THIS ISSUE WERE APPROVED ON OR BEFORE NOVEMBER 23, 1992.



DIRECTORS

INTERNATIONAL DIRECTORS:

Bunmi Adedeji; Akwasi Amoakahene; Pedro Paulo Baiella;
Van B. Bruner; Bill Cooke; Altomir Regis DaCunha; Kwabena
Darko; Ciaudio Campi Delima; Jack Delong; Mario Gomes
DeSilva; C.M. “Clem" Dixon; Gene M. Ellerbee; Sunday Es-
sien; Arthur Evanson; Akin Famodimu; Juan Jose ‘‘Pepe’
Font; Douglas Fowler, Jr.; Charles Fuller; Bernard L. Gray;
Lukas Halim; Constancio lturbide; lan James; Michael Ka-
yembe Wa-Dikonda; Mukumadi Clement Kazamba; Khoo
Oon Theam; Joseph K. Kwaw; Col. Hank Lackey; Bob Lang-
ley; C. Fred Lawrence; Al. F. Malachuk; Ralph Marinacci;
Sam A. Mbata; Chike Mbamalu; James McEwan; Diavita
Pascal Mfwamosi; Wayne T. Mitchell; Musa Moda; Carlin W.
Nash; Malenso Ndodila; Wendell F. Nordby; Pat Odiyi; Terry
H. Peters; Bill Phipps; Custodio Rangel Pires; Si Rickman;
Emmanuel Rodriguez; James M. Rogers; Demos Shakarian;
Richard Shakarian; Talas Sianturi; Ronny Svenhard; C.F.
“Buzz" Swyers; Mel Tombre; Peter K.T. Tong; Gerardo Town-
son R.; James R. Winter.

NATIONAL DIRECTORS:

Africa: Bunmi Adedeji, c/o 24 Ikwerre Rd., Box 674, Port Har-
court, Rovers State, Nigeria / Akwasi Amoakahene, P.O. Box
01074, Accra, Ghana / Kwabena Darko, Darko Farms & Co.,
Ltd., PO. Box 518, Kumasi, Ghana / Azike Diribe, 12 Ibiam
St., Uwani, Enugu, Nigeria / Sunday Essien, P.O. Box 992, 42
Iman St., Calabar, Nigeria / Akin Famodimu, 91 Adeniyi Jones-
Ave. lkeja, Lagos, Nigeria / Michael Kayembe Wa-Dikonda,
B.P. 56368-Kinshasa 10, Kinshasa, Zaire / Mukumadi Clement
Kazamba, P.O. Box 16.145-Kinshasa 1, Kinshasa, Zaire /
Gerishon Kibarabara, P.O. Box 49578, Nairobi, Kenya / Jo-
seph K. Kwaw, P.O. Box 10849, Accra-North, Ghana / Sam A.
Mbata, c/o 24 lkwerre Rd., P.O. Box 674, Port Harcourt,
Nigeria / Chike Mbamalu, 10 Praise Dr., P.O. Box 598, Warri,
Bendel, Nigeria / Diavita Pascal Mfwamosi, P.O. Box 15167-
Kinshasa 1, Kinshasa, Zaire / Musa Moda, PMB 0244, Bau-
chi, Nigeria / Dogbo Simon Nandjui, 08 B.P. 862, Abidjan 08,
Cote D'lvoire / Malenso Ndodila, P.O. Box 14327-Kinshasa 1,
Kinshasa, Zaire / John A. Njau, P.O. Box 2541, Arusha, Tan-
zania / Pat Odiyi, St. Louis College, Joseph Comwalk Rd.,
Box 655, Jos, Plateau State, Nigeria / Allan F. Sutton, P.O.
Box 200, Lonehill 2062 / Bob Trench, 189 Stamford Hill Rd.,
Durban, South Africa 4001 / Joseph Mukendi Wa-Mulumba,
P.O. Box 12008-Kinshasa 1, Kinshasa, Zaire. Asla: Lukas
Halim, 14 Jalan Tegalan, Jakarta Barat. 11120 Indonesia /
Talas Sianturi, JI. Gajah Mada 219-C, Jakarta Barat. 11120,
Indonesia / Khoo Oon Theam, 2 Finlayson Green, # 19-00,
Asia Insurance Bldg., Singapore 0104 / Peter K.T. Tong, Let-
ter Box 44, 4th Floor MUI Plaza, Jalan P. Ramlee, Kuala Lum-
pur 50250 Malaysia. Canada: Paul E. Beesley, 224 Hill
Heights Road, St. John, New Brunswick E2K 2H3 / Jack
Delong, 10516-26th Ave. N.W., Edmonton, Alberta T6J 4B9 /
Art A. Dick, 3519 McKinley Crt., Abbotsford, British Columbia
V3G 1B4 / Gordon F. Hicks, 36 Bruce St., Welland, Ontario
L3B 8R1 / Herb McCormack, R.R.# 1, Site 32 Comp. 26, Mer-
ritt, British Columbia VOK 2B0 / Owen McCormick, Box 236,
205 McCosh Drive, Melfort, Saskatchewan SOE 1A0 / James
McEwan, 36 White Cliffe Dr., Courtice, Ontario L1E 1T4 / Mer-
vin Mediwake, 3802 20th Ave. S., Lethridge, Alberta T1K 4J1

/ Jacques Philibert, 416 Des Pommiers, Mont St. Hilaire,
Quebec J3H 3V4 / Ronald J. Smith, 1348 Thorman Drive,
Cambridge, Ontario N3H 1A2 / Roger Stagg, Box 81, Grp. 10,
R.R. 1C, Winnipeg, Manitoba R3C 2E4. Europe: Armenia:
Rafik Grigorian, Marx Str. C-6 Kvatzal, 8129 Kirovakan-214.
France: Bruno Berthon, 5, Villa Des Peupliers, Neuilly-Sur-
Seine 92200 / Bernard Hillereau, Route de Couard,
Marcoussis 9146 / Daniel Mesierz, Les Routes, 38340
Pommiers La Placette. Germany: Ulrich Von Schnurbein,
Schiossau 1, 8370 Regen / Wolfgang Wagner, W. Leuschner-
Strasse 6, D-6845 Gross-Rohrheim / Adolf Zinsser, Postfach
147, Pluderhausen 7067. Sweden: Jorgen Serholt, Ekerwds
Vag. 5, 510 10, Horred. Switzerland: Gunnar Muhlig, Bock-
hornstrasse 23, Zurich 8047. United Kingdom: England: John
E. "'Buzz’’ Dulley, Anatole, Wellington Parade, Walmer, Kent
CT14 8AB/ Dillon Harris, Amazing Grace, Chilthorne Domer,
Yeovil, Somerset BA22 8RE / J. Allan Jones, 18 Vicarage
Road, Orrell, Wigan, Lancs. 4N5 7AX / Donald G. Latham,
Turleigh Barn Turleigh, Bradford-on-Avon, Wilts BA3 6JU /
Robert R. Spilman, P.O. Box 11, Knutsford, Cheshire WA16
6QP / Bert Sture, Beck House, 7 Beatswell Lawn, North
Stainley, NR. Ripon, North Yorkshire HG4 3HE / John L.
Wright, “Kirby House'' Kirby Bedon, Norwich NRi4 7DZ.
North Ireland: Hector Crory, 32, Downs Road, Newcastle,
County Down BT 330AD. Scotland: James R. Winter, ‘‘High
Tower'" Lochwinnoch Rd., Kilmacolm Renfrewshire PA13
4DU. Latin America/Caribbean: Barbados: Kyffin Simpson,
P.O. Box 98, Bridgetown. Dominica: Charles A. Maynard,
P.O. Box 147, Belfa St., Roseau. Guatemala: John Carrette,
Hotel Pan American, Nueve Calle, Zona 1, Guatemala City /
Juan Jose “‘Pepe' Font, Km. #2, Box 181, Atlantico Z.18,
Guatemala City / Gerardo Townson R., 7 Ave. 1-86 Zona 4,
Banco G & T 2do Nivel, Guatemala City. Honduras:
Emmanuel Rodriguez, 1 Calle Barrio San Rafael #1522,
Tegucigalpa. Mexice: Constancio lturbide, Ave. Cuitiahauc
#2936, Col. Claveria 02080, Mexico City D.F. Puerto Rico:
Antonio Pacheco, Jr., G.P.O. Box 4263, San Juan 00936.
South America: Brazil: Pedro Paulo Barella, Rua. Prof. Vital
Palmas e Silva, 57/3-Jd. Europa, Sao Paulo 01455-020 / Alto-
mir Regis DaCunha, Rua Tabajaras, 462-Niteroi, Rio de
Janeiro 24360-220 / Claudio Campi Delima, Rua Joao
Cunha, 95/101, Belo Horizonte, Miras Gerais 30480-020 /
Mario Gomes De Silva, Rua 83B, No. 27, LJ03, Goiania,
Golas 74083-040 / Custodio Rangel Pires, Praia De Icarai
275, Apt. No. 401, Nitoroi, Rio de Janeiro 24230. South Pacif-
ic Reglon: Australia: lan T. Corrie, 20 Renoun, Bentleigh,
Victoria 3204 / David Grantham, P.O. Box 236, St. Leonards,
New So. Wales 2065 / Bernard L. Gray, 34 Old Cleveland
Rd., P.O. Box 67, Stones Corner, Brisbane, Queensland 4120
/ James Tatters, 165 Raeburn, Manley, Queensland 4179 /
Leslie Wood, 125 Princes Hwy., Sylvania, New South Wales
2220. New Zealand: Len Brijs, P.O. Box 33:424, Takapuna,
Auckland 9 or 106 Hepburn Rd., Glendene, Auckland 8 / lan
James, Nannestad Line, R.D. 5, Fielding Paimerston North /
Jack Jensen, P.O. Box 38618, Howick, Auckland. United
States: Alabama: Louie James Schrimsher, 613 Fairmont
Ave., Albertville 35950. Alaska: Donald May, 6105 Eastwood
Ct., Anchorage 99504. Arizona: Frank Evans, P.O. Box
14064, Tucson 85732 / William M. Gordon, 1839 East Con-
corda Drive, Tempe 85282 / Norman J. LeBlanc, Sr., 9053 N.
52 Ave., Glendale 85302. Arkansas: John M. Davies, P.O.
Box 2756, Batesville 72503. Callfornia: Wesley B. Andahl,
P.O. Box 848, San Andreas 95249 / Bruno Caamano, 10163
Bridievale Dr., Los Angeles 90064 / Gene M. Ellerbee, P.O.
Box 5050, Costa Mesa 92628 / Joe Fry, 5730 Haskell Ave.,
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Forty years ago, Voice magazine
began with a check for $1000 and a
printing run of 1000 copies. Today,
hundreds of thousands of copies are

printed monthly and distributed
worldwide in 25 different languages.

This month, we pay homage to this
Spirit-led past by sharing once again
testimonies that even today attest to
the working of the Holy Spirit in the
lives of businessmen everywhere.
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